﻿Vector graphic grids shuddered over a CRT screen, confirming the same starry void and colorful nebula visible outside the window. A cassette player blared a crackly rendition of Trans Lactic Gal's latest neofunkwave synth album, sounding like an orgy between a theremin, a synthesizer, and a disco club. Meanwhile sitting sideways in a cushy bucket seat, which was perhaps installed as much as a statement of irony as anything for all it saw proper use, was the captain of the deep penetration rocket ship Apogee. Captain Slyx Ryder, Rocket Jockey extraordinaire, the heroine of the Callipygian Rift, and defender of the Union of Worlds. The gorgeous vulvix was dressed in her usual shiny skin-tight indigo space suit showing off every curve of her assets and contrasting with the bright orange fur of those parts of her exposed, namely her head and brush tail.


In the copilot's seat, Gizz sat cross-legged. The glitterkitten's fur shone in iridescent hues of greens blues and magentas like a feline crossbred with a peacock, or shiny scarab. Or, perhaps in Gizz's case, some sort of pigeon. The catboy sat there, tongue sticking out, brow furrowed as he made another turn of the multicolored rube brick he'd been fiddling with for the better part of an hour. At least the slinky feminine catboy had other assets, namely that ass and bulge packed into the pair of black hotpants that served as his only article of clothing besides the decorative collar around his neck.


“Fuck me, I’m booored!” Slyx moaned and made an effort to collapse even more languidly into her chair, pushing the limits of what the latest innovations in ‘sitting’ would allow.


“Like, in a minute! I think, like, I almost have a side done.” Gizz remained decidedly hyperfocused on his colorful cube.


"Ugh, Gizz if I help you with that stupid thing will you let it go? This trip has been so boring.  Nothing interesting has happened in ages!" Slyx whined. This was true of course, there was a decided lack of space debris to avoid, the orgone reserve was topped up, and all systems were nominal. All was quiet, barring, of course, the beeping alarm that had been blending into the hip funky sounds of the music for the last two minutes.


“No way, I like gotta get it m’self ‘cause . . . uh . . . I forget buh, like, tha’s cheating!” Gizz huffed, slowly turning another side of the brick the wrong way. A moment later the cube flew out of his paws as the Apogee rocked violently. More warning lights lit as klaxons finally overtook the sound of the music.


“Oh fuck, what happened?” Slyx sat up rapidly, coming dangerously close to a normal sitting position.


“Unilateral docking protocols have been initiated.” The computer whispered with the usual breathy sultry tones Slyx had specifically downloaded for it.


"Unila- Oh, hell no! On-screen, now!" Slyx set her fingers to the large keyboard on the console, entering command prompts with the rapid agile fingers, knowing her ship would respond faster and more accurately to that than a verbal interchange.


"We appear to be in the tractor beam of a Predator class voreship." The computer intoned placidly as an image appeared on a nearby screen, crackling and popping with occasional static. The Apogee was on full display, the large red rocket ship was elegant and long, bulging slightly near the rear. From behind them, an even larger equally phallic ship lurked, painted in dark chrome and blue and covered in graffiti of skulls and bones. The larger ship was slowly opening large metallic jaws located at the front of the ship as the Apogee drifted backward gradually. Slyx was never sure exactly which marvel of technology allowed the Apogee to get images of itself in the third person, but she couldn't deny appreciating the view it could provide.


"I know that ship! That's the Ravener!" Slyx's paws gripped the armrests of her seat, as a slight blush tinted the interior of her ears.


“Whoa! That’s like Captain Vorra’s ship, yah?” Gizz sat up onto his knees from where he’d been looking for his rube brick, and rather distractingly waving his ass in the air in the process.


“Yeah . . . .” Slyx grit her teeth.


"Like, didn't you two date or somethin'?" Gizz grinned conspiratorially at Slyx.


“No! Shut up!” Slyx huffed and glared at the ditzy feline.


"Okaaaaay! Isn't she why yer on yer fifth clone, too?" Gizz gave her a knowing look that seemed utterly inappropriate replacing his usually either vacant or easy-going bubbly expression.


“Computer, get us out of here! Maximum thrust!” Slyx huffed and looked away from Gizz, focusing again on the console displays.


“I’m sorry, I can’t do that, Babe.” The computer uttered in the same sultry tone. “Thrusters are currently being nullified.”


"Fuck! Okay, fine! I guess we're doing this today." Slyx stood up, unholstering her innervator ray pistol. It was a heavily modified old Mark IV she'd had upgraded and customized with higher power and custom settings. Not to mention the stylish hot pink color and of course the fins. She liked to call it Bob. She rammed a full orgone battery pack into Bob with a single fluid motion.


“Incoming call. Would you like to connect?” The computer murmured, garnering a sigh from Slyx.


"Patch it through." Slyx rolled her eyes and waited for the inevitable. Sure enough, the screen was soon filled with the image of the Dread Pirate Vorra, the scourge of the stars. Of course, the vain charybdon pirate had positioned her comms camera to get a full view of her massive shark-like body. The screen helped to disguise her truly monstrous size, but not the considerable curves of her thick padded frame, nor the huge bulge of the prosthetic hanging between her legs. She kept herself barely covered, a black bikini top, an open deep blue parody of a navel jacket, striped tights over her bulge, and thighs running into tall thigh-high leather boots.


“Well, well, hello there luv, didn’t know this was your ship!” Her eyes, one organic and one cybernetic, roamed shamelessly over Slyx’s assets. She smiled a large toothy smile and licked her lips.


“Hello, Vorra. Didn’t get enough of me last time, I take it?” Slyx smirked, looking confident barring the slight blush.


“Oh, I got plenty, Luv! But could always stand more, you’re quite the little morsel. Won’t say no to helping ourselves to your ship’s orgone reserves neither. Maybe even take that dumb lil’ sidekick of yours too!” Vorra let out a deep chuckle, the camera following her as she stood up and started to walk through the dark corridors of her vessel.


“Hey, m’not a sidekick!” Gizz huffed and stomped his foot in a way that made his ass jiggle.


“Pffft, like I’m just going to lay back and let you take it?” Slyx thought about it, she couldn’t deny the appeal. “If that’s what you think, you’ve got another thing coming! I’m pretty sure I can beat your ass!”


"Oh? Like yah beat my ass last time, Luv? Still got the last version of yah as such a lovely prize. I'd love to make it a pair! How many times yah been cloned so far, Luv? Five? Six?" Vorra snickered as her long strides saw her rapidly heading toward her ship's docking bay.


“Oh shut up, that was a fluke and you know it! I can take you with my hands tied behind my back. Hell, I have taken you with my hands tied behind my back.” Slyx smiled confidently even as she started to head towards the primary airlock, the conversation continuing over speakers.


"Hah! Maybe so! Y'know, I was starting to miss these stirring conversations! Slyx IV ain't so good for casual conversin' no more, too busy beggin' for me cock!" Vorra let out a hearty laugh.


"Yeah, yeah, laugh it up! We'll see how this plays out." Slyx grinned and traipsed over the Apogee's shag carpeting, finally reaching the airlock.  The plan was simple. Fight her way through a bunch of ruthless space pirates, and turn off the suppression systems keeping the Apogee locked in place. Then fight her way back to the ship and take off. Just like that time on Frenulum VII.


"Alright, like, I'm totally ready!" Gizz ran up behind her, toting a magnum-grade innervator rifle slung over his shoulder, looking almost as big as his torso.


“Awww, thanks Gizz! Why don’t you stay on the ship and shoot anybody who tries to board, ‘kay?” Slyx grinned at him, eyeing the massive rifle he could barely handle. “Anybody who isn’t me, that is.”


“Like, fer sure!” Gizz nodded, giving the airlock door a serious glare.


"Good boy!" Slyx gave him a pat on the head, drawing an adorable mew and blep from the catboi. "Alright, wish me luck!"


"G'luck!" Gizz smiled and gave her an encouraging smack on the ass, drawing a laugh from the Captain as she swatted at him with her big brush tail. With that, she punched the airlock controls and darted out the door.


The Apogee was fully docked now, the void of space still visible past the forcefield as the maw to the outside world slowly closed. As Slyx stepped out onto the gleaming chrome and silver walkway of the docks she took a quick look around. Several vacuum-sealed metal crates lined the walkways and not a single pirate was in sight. Slyx nodded to herself and held her innervator at the ready. She took a few quiet steps across the walkway, the fullerene-rubber covering her paw pads making them even quieter than normal.


She made it all of five steps before a space pirate leapt out from behind a pile of crates. Slyx's fingers were faster though, and she nailed the pirate with a ray of pink energy. The twaxan pirate let out a string of curses in at least half a dozen languages, which slowly devolved into moaning as the parrot-like alien fell to her knees. Slyx watched as the twaxan moaned and groped at her swollen chest, a dull-eyed mindless lust claiming her as she came again and again.


"Pfffft, light weight." Slyx grinned and stepped past the mindlessly orgasming pirate. She'd be fine, given some time to get the excess of orgone energy out of her system. The innervator truly was a marvel of modern technology, channeling a pure beam of the orgone energy that served as the galaxy's primary power source. Orgone energy could do a lot of things to a living organism in excess. Induce growth, numb the mind with excessive pleasure and lust, and of course, stimulate orgasm to release the excess. It was easily the best in non-lethal weaponry, not to mention slightly dangerous sex toys, and had caught on, even among lowlifes like these who were more than eager to take prisoners. Slyx kicked the pirate's innervator off the walkway as she stepped past her.


Things grew a bit more intense for Slyx after that. A few more steps forward saw a whole gaggle of space pirates of various species leaping out from cover! Slyx yelped and fired off a few rounds, taking down two of the pirates in loud orgastic moans. She leapt over a pile of crates, shooting at the two pirates on the other side and doing a neat little flip in the process that she desperately hoped the ship’s cameras had caught. She’d love to attach that to her incident report!


Dodging the aggressive rainbow laser light show Slyx ducked between pirates and ran. She managed to bring off a few more of the space scum with a couple well-placed shots over her shoulder.


"Is that the best you can do?!" She shouted as she reached the door. A moment later a brightly colored innervator beam hit her square in the back. Slyx moaned as the overwhelming pleasure pulsed through her. Setting every nerve on fire, her breasts seeming to perk up and tighten inside her already tight suit, dew forming between her legs as the pleasure seared her. Vulvix are notorious for their stamina if nothing else though, so she grit her teeth and carried on. She barreled through the door into the control center, not even bothering to look around closely before kicking an old chair in front of the door as a makeshift barricade.


"Well, well Luv, fancy meetin' you here!" Vorra's deep hearty laugh was joined by the chuckles of the half-dozen crewmates gathered behind her. The charybdon pirate was even larger in person, a massive beast nearly twice the height of Slyx.


"Oh, hey Vorra. I was kinda hoping I could get out of here without, y'know, the necessary back and forth where we shoot each other, I dish out some witty quips, you retort with piratical nonsense, and I eventually whoop that big jiggly ass of yours." Slyx bit her lip, eyes wandering over the thick jiggly ichthyoid beast before her. Lingering especially on the huge prosthetic bulge between her legs.


"Oh, come on, I've never known the great Captain Slyx Ryder to turn down a good climax!" Vorra's shark teeth made for a wide wicked grin as she openly ogled Slyx in return.


"Fine, we can make it a quickie." Slyx grinned and in a flash of motion the two goons immediately on either side of Vorra were down on the ground and pawing at themselves. The loud moan issuing from deep inside Vorra's throat told Slyx she'd successfully hit the dread pirate captain as well.


"Mmh, good work, Luv. Buh' y'know I won' be finished tha' easily!" Vorra licked her lips, visibly blushing as the orgone energy flushed her system. But with her size and sheer endurance, Slyx knew the massive pirate had, this wasn't going to be easy.


As Vorra and her crew lifted their innervators at her, Slyx yelped and ducked to the side. Not quick enough as a blast of energy burst through her. She landed clumsily onto her front, feeling the added weight of orgone swollen breasts under her as she hit the metal deck, her nipples poking out from her tight, and thankfully flexible, suit against the cold metal. She bit her lip as she tried desperately not to succumb to the energy coursing through her. She didn’t even bother getting to her feet, firing wildly at the gang of pirates. When her vision stopped swimming and the sounds of moaning had died down a bit she saw the pirates had all gone down except, of course, for Vorra.


"Well, well . . . L-looks like s'just . . . just us." Vorra grinned, panting heavily, and looking just a bit dull-eyed and animalistic as she straightened back up. Her mecha-cock straining visibly against her pants.


“You always were . . . like . . .” Slyx shook her head, straining to focus through the pleasure fog pounding at her nervous system. “Selfish!”


“Haaaah! S’cause . . . I’m a pirate . . . !” Vorra laughed, walking forward with a slightly drunken wobble. She casually fired at Slyx, missing once due to her awkward gait, but hitting her on the second try. Slyx moaned, collapsing again just as she’d been trying to lift herself off the floor, a shredding sound issued through the room as her breasts, now easily two or three cup sizes larger than before, burst from her suit weighing her down.


Vorra approached slowly with a monstrous grin. She towered over the struggling form of the vulpine spacefarer and licked her lips. She reached down, powerful hands closing around Slyx and lifting her up into the air.


"Y'know, I . . . was gonna savor this buh now . . . ah think m'gonna jus… have me way with yah . . . !" Vorra's shark-like grin expanded, her jaw seeming like it might unhinge as she opened wide and began to slide Slyx down into her maw. Slyx shook her head and tried to focus her thoughts. Everything was hazy as she tried to fight off the overwhelming pleasure consuming her thoughts. She could feel her lower legs being constricted, held tight as they started to slide down Vorra's throat. Slyx screamed and thrashed, trying to struggle against her fate as she started to slowly slide down into the gullet of the hungry charybdon. Her motions made her assets jiggle as her struggling took on a strange tinge of eroticism from the sheer volume of orgone energy coursing through her system, making her drunk with pleasure. She couldn't exactly deny the thought of sliding deep inside Vorra was thrilling her as well, but she wasn't ready to have to be recloned all over again.


It was this lust-drunk haze that had kept either of them from noticing that Slyx had kept a death grip on her innervator. Slyx finally noticed the raygun in her hand and stared at it long and hard. She struggled to think through the overwhelming pleasure tingling at every nerve ending and the undercurrent of alarm as she felt herself sliding down the pirate's throat. When the realization of what she had finally pierced her vague thoughts she was already up to her waist in the sharky maw when she pointed her innervator right between Vorra's eyes. "It . . . it's been rilly fun buh . . . like I . . . I'm not ready for tha' level of commitment." Slyx grinned, proud of herself for getting that out, then fired. She kept firing, again and again, pumping that focused orgone energy right into Vorra.


It took six shots before the dread pirate let out a moan, falling to her knees, eyes rolling back. She bucked and humped at the air mindlessly, collapsing forward as her breasts swelled and burst out of her outfit, her pants ripped and her ass jiggled free. She was left panting and moaning tits and face on the floor, ass in the air, cumming again and again as the energy overflowed in her.


With some difficulty, Slyx managed to slide free of Vorra's drooling mouth and clambered to her feet. "Whoa . . . like . . . good try. We gotta do this again." Slyx giggled, still lust-drunk as she smacked Vorra's ass, watching almost hypnotized as the pirate humped at the air and drooled. It'd take even Vorra at least a week or two to fully recover after that barrage. Slyx struggled to remember what she was doing, reaching down and rubbing at her crotch as she stared around her at all the moaning pleasure-soaked pirates. Finally, a dim memory shone a light through the fog and she stumbled to the control panel. It took a few tries before she found the deactivator for the tractor beam.


With her mission accomplished she made her way back to the ship. Stumbling and panting as the pleasure continued to course through her. She clumsily shot down the few remaining pirates on her way back to the ship. Taking one more blast to the chest. She fell, moaning, and nearly lost it there, nearly started cumming, nearly surrendered to the pleasure searing her soul. She crawled the last few feet to the ship, tits swollen and swaying beneath her, ass raised up and straining not to break free of her formerly skin-tight outfit.


A dull look in her eyes, jaw slack as all thoughts beyond escape and lust were burned away. She knocked feebly at the airlock door and she practically collapsed into the ship when it opened. Gizz let out a tiny yip as he dragged her back into the ship, the door closing after her.


"Le's . . . blow this . . . pop stand . . . ." Slyx managed through heavy panting breaths, giving a thumbs up, hoping she looked cool and not like a horny lust-addled mess. Gizz nodded and rushed to the pilot's chair.


"Alright, yah, like, let's go!" He grinned and entered commands into his console. A moment later the main guns were firing, the Apogee blasting a hole in the maw of the pirate ship and barrelling out frantically.


As Gizz, at least having some iota of understanding of how to fly the ship,  set up the autopilot systems, Slyx crawled up to where he sat. She looked up at him pleadingly and nuzzled at his crotch. "F-fuck!" She managed to intone before, finally, letting herself break down. Collapsing against him and feeling the pleasure leave her a mindless writhing thing. She rode his cock for hours, bouncing and moaning and cumming again and again as the energy flooded out of her system. She'd be fine in a day or two, and in the meantime, certainly, neither of them would be bored. At least she had somebody to play with as she recovered!